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THE COLLECTOR 



BABBLE OF THE BOULEVARD 



(Special Correspondence of The Collector) 



I^HOUGH scarcely as renowned a caricaturist as his friend and com- 
patriot Grevin, Blass, whom I saw mournfully following his old 
master to the grave, long ago made a reputation with his satirical litho- 
graphic pencil. And now Blass has gone to his last account. Since 
my attention was first attracted to his work in the Journal de Dimanche, 
almost seven years ago, and later in the Journal Amusant, the Tri- 
boulet and Soleil de Dimanche, he has made rapid progress in the art of 
illustrating, until as a comic draughtsman and political cartoonist he 
ranked perhaps second only tp Charles Gilbert Martin. The best 
work was done for the Pilori, for which periodical he drew the prin- 
cipal colored cartoon for several years before his death. The artist, 
with his tremenduous sandy beard, closely cropped hair and sparkling 
eyes, was one of the best of fellows who ever clinked glasses over the 
table of the Chat Noir. Yet his caricatures were of the most pointed 
and scathing description imaginable, and must have been veritable 
thorns 'in the sides of Jules Ferry, Constans, Freycinet, and other 
functionaries who are supposed to laugh at their distorted likenesses 
as they adorn the newspaper kiosques along the boulevards . 

* * * 

Recently the Pilori's cartoonist disappeared (rom his usual haunts, 
and while his sketches still figured on the front page of the little 
weekly, his friends said that he was confined to the house with a 
hacking cough. The cough rapidly developed into consumption, un- 
til one stormy afternoon a fortnight ago, followed by a widow and her 
little child, all that was left of poor Blass passed by my window on its 
way to God's-acre. His family, sadly enough, are left in the direst 
misery, for the husband and father, who had suffered much in the 
earlier part of his career; possessed a nature tender and sympathetic, 
and always had his purse-strings untied for those who were in want 
and distress. If half the young artists and journalists who have 
benefitted by his generosity could contribute a louis to the support of 
those whom death has so cruelly visited, they would be performing 
an act of charity indeed. 

* * * 

In accordance with a decision of the Municipal Council, the memo- 
ry of Gustave Flaubert, author of "Salammbo" and "Madame Bov- 
ary" is to be perpetuated by naming a street after him in the district 
or ward of Paris known as the Ternes. Another once-famous novelist, 
Henri Beyle, more commonly known perhaps as Stendhal, and who 
wrote the "Chartreuse de Parme," is to receive the posthumous honor 
of a monument in the cemetery of Montmartre. The memorial was, 
I believe, first suggested by Alexander Dumas, who is a passionate 
admirer of the man whose works are now almost forgotten. It will 
be ornamented by a bronze medallion of the author executed' by David 
D' Angers. Still another illustrious historical personage about to be 
immortalized in bronze is Doctor Guillotin, who, by the way, never 
had anything to do with the invention of the instrument of capital 
punishment which to this day bears his name. 

* * * 

In a quiet valley upon the confines of the ancient province of Guy- 
enne, and about twenty miles from Bordeaux, is situated the little 
village of Saint Emilion. The town, built in the early part of the 
eighth century, preserves even now much of its original contour. 
Strongly fortified and walled, its massive ramparts served as a feudal 
stronghold for its early inhabitants. A curious monolithic church, 
the ruins of a monastery, with the honeysuckles clinging to the 
columns of the cloister, and the trees extending their verdant branches 
over flags where once the matins were sung, a deserted hermit's cell, 
the retreat of the good St. Emilion, who in the Middle Ages did much to 
convert the savage tribes of Gaul to Christianity, are the chief points 
to which the attention of the visitor is directed. Of greater interest, 
though, to the traveler'with a taste for the past and an inclination 
toward historical associations, is an old, well-preserved bourgeois resi- 
dence or country house inhabited by the Bouquet family, the mistress 
of which, long dead, was instrumental, for a time at least, in shield- 
ing from those who were after his head one of the most charming 
romancists of France. 

* * * 

On the 2d of June, 1793, the Girondins, overthrown by their more 
radical opponents of the Convention, were expelled from that body 
and condemned to death. A little party of them, Buzot. Barbaroux, 
Petion, Loiivet, Salle, Valaze and Gaudet, were fortunate enough to 
escape the clutches of Tallien and the Revolutionary Committee, and 
fled to the Department whose interests they had represented. They 
took to the forest, secreting themselves by day in the cool, moist glens 
or woody declivities that abound between the converging banks of 
the Garonne and Dordogne rivers, and advancing by night in quest 
of protection and temporary shelter. They arrived one morning at 
dawn at the house of Mme. Bouquet, who, knowing their position and 
the circumstances which drove them thither, offered them a retreat. To 
install them in the garret would have been imprudent. The officers 
of the Republic were continually inspecting the premises. So she 
proposed a hiding place for them in a natural grotto close to her resi- 



dence. Here they existed for some time and here to-day will the 
Christian ' brothers of St. Emilion, who devote their time to the in- 
struction of the children of the parish, lead you, candle in hand, and 
point, out the spot where were written the "Memoirs of Lou vet de 
Couvray." Here it was, in this subterranean cavern, dripping with 
moisture and humidity, that the most popular of erotic romancers 
(John Cleland excepted) wrote the story of his strange, sad life. 

* * * 

" Our food '' says Louvet, referring to his sojourn in the cave, "was 
scanty. Mme. Bouquet could procure for us but a pound of bread a 
day. In order to do away with breakfast we rose at noon. A vege- 
table soup was all that we had for dinner. A morsel of beef was a 
rarity ; but whenever our hostess was enabled to obtain such a luxury 
she invariably went supperless to bed in order that we might benefit 
thereby." Yet the untiring devotion of Mme. Bouquet was insufficient 
to save the unfortunate refugees from the terrors of the Revolution. 
Their whereabouts was soon discovered and they were obliged to seek 
safety elsewhere. Some of them sought' it in vain. Salle, Gaudet 
and Barbaroux were guillotined at 'Bordeaux. The others, tracked 
into the interior, were found in a wheat field h»lf dead with fatigue, 
hunger and privation. Louvet, the immortal. author of "The Cheva- 
lier de Faublas " had the good fortune to escape ; for after the death 
of Robespierre we find him again in Paris editing La Sentinelle. As 
to Mme. Bouquet, her death was met with on the scaffol'd ! 

* * * 

Apropos of " Les Amours du Chevalier de Faublas " : among the 
innumerable and varied editions that have been published of the 
work, collectors will note perhaps as the most desirable that of 1798 
(An VI de la Republique) 4 volumes in 8vo with 27 figures by De- 
marne, Mile. Gerard, Marillier, Monnet and others. Examples on 
ordinary paper readily command in the Paris market 80 to 100 francs, 
while copies on papier v/lin, with the plates before letter, are so ex- 
cessively rare as to be worth 400 to 500 francs. 

* * * 

Collectors of curiosities whodesire to possess articles having a crim- 
inal, tragic or sombre history will soon be given the opportunity of 
gratifying their morbid inclinations: The annual sale of pieces a con- 
viction, or objects which have been exhibited before judges and jury- 
men in notorious trials, is about to take place under the auspices of 
the department known as the Administration des Domaines. The 
articles come chiefly from La Roquette, the Paris prison of the con- 
demned, and comprise revolvers, razors, knives, and other weapons 
once the property of men who have since been dispatched to another 
world by the public executioner. There is a trunk in the collection 
which was at first supposed to be that bought by Eyraud and Gabrielle 
Bompard when they were planning the murder of the huissiet Gouffe. 
As a matter of fact, however, the trunk in which the process-server|s 
body was found was broken to pieces, while that now on exhibition is 
only a model used at the trial of the culprits in Paris. In America I 
believe that such objects as these are relegated to a sort of police 
museum : here, on the contrary, the state seeks to increase its funds 
by offering them at auction to the highest bidder. 

* * * 

While tout Paris has closed its shutters and fled to the seashore and 
mountain, the city, overcrowded as it is at this moment with pro- 
vincial English and American visitors, is scarcely the less animated 
thereby. The collector is on hand as usual, and the curiosity shops 
in the Rue de Rivoli, Rue Castiglione and Rue Lafayette are doing a 
thriving business. The booksellers, .too, are making a sweet sum out 
of foreign bibliophiles with a taste for the facetious and erotic. As 
to the printsellers, they never fail to display in their window at this 
time of the year the most " shocking " plates to be found in their 
. portfolios." Anything, it is said, may be found in Paris, and whether 
one's tastes run" in the direction 6f illuminated prayer books or inde- 
cent pictures, the market can always furnish an abundant supply. 

John Preston Beecher. 
Paris, August 5, 1892. 

The Board of World's Fair Managers, of Virginia, invite, for exhibit 
in the Virginia building, which will be a duplicate of the Mount Vernon 
residence of Washington, at the World's Columbian Exposition at 
Chicago, contributions from publishers, authors, learned societies, and 
from all sources, of the works of Virginia authors, books and pamphlets 
relating to Virginia and Virginians, and books, magazines or news- 
papers published in Virginia. It is proposed to make the collection as 
complete and representative as possible, covering a period of nearly 
three centuries, from the establishment of the colony to the present 
time. The entire collection will be properly catalogued, and, at the close 
of the Exposition, deposited in the Virginia State Library. Contribu- 
tions should be forwarded promptly to T. C. Morton, Secretary, 1 103 
Main street, P. O. box 361, Richmond, Va., who will make proper ack ; 
nowledgment and see that they are properly placed. 
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